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BE DIFFERENT, 
CAPTAIN. 


I NEVER 
REALIZED 
You Were 

SUCH A DREAMER, 


SERGEANT. ONE OF 
US HAS DIED EveRY 


NIGHT SINCE ENTERING 
THIS ANTECHAMBER 


TO HELL. WHAT 
MAKES YOU THINK 
TONIGHT WILL BE 


PROFESSOR 
CUZA HAS TURNED 
OUT HIS LIGHT. O00. 
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4“ I CHECKED 
THE ROSTERS— 
° OURS AND THE 95. 
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Give ME a 


= THE BAD NEWS, 
OSTER. WHO DID 
We LOSE? 
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YOU'RE a 

SURE? 
ABSOLUTELY 

SURE? 
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I THINK 
We NEeD TO 
PAY THE 
PROFESSOR 
AVISIT. 
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NO! GET 
AWAYL 


T COME, X , 
NOW. YOU 
KNOW YOU 
WANT IT, 
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KEEP THEM 
ON THEIR 
LEASHES! 


© 
\ = 
THIS 
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le aro? THEN WE'VE 
NO ONE DIED Done IT! 
LAST NIGHT. 


SERGEANT! 
ESCORT THIS MAN 
TO HIS ROOM AND 
DECIDE ON SUITABLE 
DISCIPLINARY 
~ ACTION. 


IN 
THE FUTURE, 
YOU WILL NOT 
DISCIPLINE MY 
MEN! THEY ARE 
IDER MY 
COMMAND! 


NO ONE? 
MAGDA, IT MUST 
HAVE BEEN ONE OF 
THE INCANTATIONS 
We RecITeD! 
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. YOU PROTEST 
NOTHING, JEW! 


THE ANSWER 
1S HERE! LAST 
NIGHT PROVES IT. 
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YOU MUST 
Leave Here! 
USE THE SECRET 
PASSAGE. YOU 
\ CAN Be Free! 
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L DON’T 
HAVE ANY. 
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DON’T WASTE 
YOUR TIME WITH 
REGULAR ARMY 
SCUM, FRAULEIN, 
COME WITH— 
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LET Me 
CARRY THAT. 
IF £ BASE YOUR 
BURDEN, PERHAPS 
YOU WILL BASE 
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THE GIRL HAD TO GO... 
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NOW HAVE A 7 
MINUTE AND I AM SENDING 
THE WOMAN TO 
THE INN. 


oat 


so 


a 


MPG we LLOWING 
AY § os «ees 
i) N aS \ oy go 
F | ae: Za 
7M: 


i 


ye 


Do You A CRIPPLE 
MANIPULATE p MUST USE ANY 
EVERYONE 50 Liq. 5 MEANS HE CAN, 

DEFTLY? St 4 DO NOT CALL IT 
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V4 MANIPULATION— 
CONSIDER IT A 
FORM OF 
PERSUASION. 
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FORBID? 

YOU FORBID 

NOTHING, JEW! 
SHE LEAVES . 
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AND WOUR 
5-SURNAME?, 
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aIR. THAT IS 
T-T-TAKEN. 


THEW/RE 
AFRAID OF 
THE DARK. 
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DEAR GoD! 

THE LIGHT IN 

MY FATHER’S 
ROOM! 
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PLEASE! >* 
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WHY DO 
WOU BETRAY 
WALLACHIA? 4 


LAM MOLASAR. 
IBuUILT THIS Keer. \ 
L ONCE RULED HERE 

UNDER VLAD—THE ONE 
CALLED TEPES, THE 


UNDEAD? 
NOSFERATU? 
MOROI?: 
PERHAPS. 


WOU MIGHT BE AN 
ALLY AGAINST THE 
OUTLANDERS! 
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AND DON’T 
EVEN THINK OF 
ESCAPING. IT IS 

IMPOSSIBLE. 


PAPA, 
ARE YOU ALL 
RIGHT? 


NO DEATHS 
LAST NIGHT, 
JEW. DO YOU 

TAKE CREDIT FOR 
THAT, TOO? 


PERHAPS. 
I MUST SEE MY 
DAUGHTER. 


SHE 
CANNOT 
COME HERE. 
YOU MUST GO 
TO HER. 
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WHAT 
HAPPENED: 
LAST NIGHT? 


MAGDA, I AM 
SURE HE IS THE ONE 
WHO INSPIRED ALL. 


& CONTEMPORARY 
OF VLAO’S. 


25, BUT 
HE WANTS TO 
FREE THE KEEP 
OF INVADERS— 
AND I WANT 
TO HELP. 
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DON'T 
Ler HIM Use 
maces sense. \ oul 
SOMEONE WITH 
HIS... TASTES 
COULD FEED 
We sHare 


UNNOTICED 
AROUND 77) 
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AND GIVEN 
THAT, WHERE 
DOES GOOD 

RESIDE? 
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2000 YEARS... 
WRONG? I MUST 
SPEAK TO HIM, 
CHRISTIANITY HAS 
POWER OVER HIM! 
HAVE We BEEN 
WRONG? 
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ARE WORSE 
THINGS THAT 
CAN BEFALL 
A MAN. 
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SAWS ABOUT 
THe CROSSES— 
I SHOULD Have 
THOUGHT OF 
THAT! I MUST 
SEE MOLASAR 
AGAIN! 
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YOU HAVE NO 
HUSBAND? 
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DW PUBLISHING 
GETS SPIKED IN 2006! 


The fans made their voices heard. 
And IDW Publishing is set to 
answer the call. 


TD Woros 


News from the nerve center of IDW Publishing 


The recent holiday season eggnog isn't the only thing 
being spiked. Beginning next month, IDW follows up on 
the sold-out Spike: Old Times one-shot with additional 
offerings of the oft-requested vampire bad boy, 

Starting in January, IDW is pleased to release the 
second of three planned double-length Spike one-shots— 
Spike: Old Wounds, written by Scott Tipton (Doomed) 
with art chores once again handled by Fernando Goni 
(Spike: Old Times). 

In Spike: Old Wounds, is Spike's past coming back to 
haunt him? When a retired L.A. detective accuses Spike 
of perpetrating the decades-old Black Dahlia murders, 
the former William the Bloody finds himself on the run 
and forced to try to solve the most infamous unsolved 
crime in Los Angeles history. Where will he turn for 
help? What was Spike up to in 1947? And what do those 
monster-slaying luchadores, Los Hermanos Numeros, 
have to do with it? It’s all-out action in the City of 
Angels! 

But, there's a bloody lot more in store for Spike. 
Fan-favorite writer Peter David (Spike: Old Times, Fallen 
Angel) will be scripting a five-issue Spike miniseries, 
debuting in February. Artist Joe Corroney (Star Wars: 
Empire) will handle the art chores on this one, which 
explains the centuries-long, sordid history that Spike 
shares with the Lord of Vampires himself, Dracula! Spike 
has long claimed that Dracula owes him 11 quid... but 
Spike intends to collect much more than that. This will 


be an epic adventure that no Spike fan will want to miss. 
Spanning nearly a dozen decades, it’s Spike vs. Dracula: 
Fangs for the Memories. 

Whedonverse fans needn't worry about Angel getting 
short shrift, either, as his miniseries reunion with some 
old acquaintances and enemies alike, Angel: Old Friends, 
continues into 2006, with a special miniseries spotlighting 
additional cast members to follow soon after. how] 


DECEMBER RELEASES FROM IDW PUBLISHING 


30 Days of Night Metal Gear Solid: 
Annual 2005 Sons of Liberty #3 
Angel: Old Friends #2 Shadowplay #4 
Chicanos #2 Silent Hill: 
Dampyr #8 ae 

super Bad James 
Fallen Angel #1 Dynomite HI ; 
gn Sable, Freelance: Underworld Evolution | [JAM 

wate, The Complete Jon Sable) WEGuaislaiaeisca] 
The koopa S Freelance Book 4 TPB 
Metal Gear Solid Book 

Land of the Dead #5 Tho seh H/C & TPB 
Lore #6 


Shaun of the Dead 
Masters of Horror #1 TPB & HC 


Maze Agency #2 


Comments, questions, suggestions, complaints, gripes, ete. 
ate appreciated. Feel free to send any correspondence to 
letters @idwpublishing.com or 1DWords, 4411 Morena Blvd, 

06, San Diego, CA 92117. You can also join in the 
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hullabaloo on our message boards at idwpublshing,com, 
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IN THE. SHADOWS OF MEIDO 


History recorded that in the year 1703, in the town of Kodaiji, 
commander of the Otoyo han guard-slaughtered the han heir, in a 


What do you want me to tell you about Tojiro Okami? Well, 
he was a damn stubborn man. A man destined to have many 
songs written about his deeds, to have pretty girls swoon at 
tales spun by those who claimed to have known him, to 
haye his name whispered by mothers to scare their children 
to bed. I don’t remember how I came into his acquaintance— 
I don’t remember a lot from those days. Many men 
dismissed me as a fool drunk; it helped them sleep better at 
night. I was many things: overindulgent eater, occasional 
gambler, priest, but I was not fool a drunk. I was a damn fine 
drunk. That dry, coarse itch at the back of my mind still 
haunts me, especially when I recall the events that led to 
Tojiro’s tragic downfall. 


“Stay here, Sune,” Nogi commanded. 

“as much as I'd like to,” I found myself saying, “the temple 
has heard the rumors and petitioned Daimyo Ashida Otoya 
for answers. I've been ordered to assist.” 

“As you wish,” Nogi replied, his voice not ie his 
displeasure. Someone was going to be ordered about, 
though. “You men secure this area. No one comes in or out 
without my say.” 

The yoriki and his investigative doshin partedfinished 
‘with whatever policing they had been bribed not to see—as 
‘we rode toward the three room shanty on the outskirts of 
Kodaiji. We made a curious trio: Tojiro, bangashira of 
Daimyo Ashida’s honor guard; Nogi Gasai, the next in 
charge; and my humble self, priest of Tojiro’s temple. I dare 
say Tojiro allowed me to ride with him to be a burr in 
Nogi’s undergarments. Nogi ran hot-tempered, yet cold as. a 
winter's moon; projecting the bearing of manliness, but not 
the soul. The wind stirred dead leaves across the road, 
skittering like roaches across wooden floors. The smell of 
butchered, rotten carcasses lingered in the air like a cheap 
yotaka’s perfume on your pillow after she'd long since plied 
her trade. Not that I'd know. 

I concentrated on Tojiro as we entered the home. No, it 
no longer felt like a home. A home was someplace warm, 
Safe. This place was defiled. Violated. The anguished pallor 
of the police outside made more sense: my own dinner 
churned within my belly, threatening to revisit my palate. 

“Focus on the details,” Tojiro whispered to me. Even in 
‘what passed for gentleness, the hardness of a samurai pervaded 
his voice. “Do not look upon the horror in its entirety.” 

“and don’t think about the girls,” Nogi smirked. His 
young, sculptured musculature rippled beneath his armor. 
He never once turned from the picture before him. 

A family of four cobbled a méager existence within the 
confines of their straw-thatehed hut. A hand-carved wooden 
cabinet, tossed like an oak in a typhoon, spilt its contents 

_like a splayed sow’s belly Tojiro examined a peculiar blade 
eftom the cagpéiter's Res Its grooves matched the wounds 
of the father's flayed leg. The carpenter's face emanated a 
©, sadness; withdrawn, yet seized in terror. His pooled blood 
formed a curdled, s lacquer on the’ wood shavings 
beneath Itim. Damn Nog?’ hide. Don’t tHtink about the girls, 

Onlly the slappiag of our sandals against the wood floor 


Japan: Tojiro Okami— 
einous act of treason. 
into the next life. Dull, ruddy flakes encrusted an overturned 
teakettle nearby. 

“We cannot learn anything more here,” Tojiro said. 

“I didn't see anything I did learn,” I replied. 

“Tt was not what I saw but what I didn’t see. 

“There was a lot here I wish I didn’t see.” 
about the girls. 

“Yes, but considering the severity of the wounds, I 
expected to see more blood sprayed about.” 

“Are you thinking maybe one of the black magic cults?” I 
asked. 

“Perhaps we should report directly to the daimyo,” 
Nogi said. He was a raw nerve of naked ambition who 
sought any opportunity to report to the daimyo. Tojiro, 
ignoring him, spied a nue resting on a nearby crumbling 
wall. The bird’s eyes had the intensity of human intelligence; 
its fat black body squatted, as if pleased with itself. 

“Do you feel that?” Tojiro asked. 

“Feel what?” Nogi replied. 

“A black wind.” 

“What is it?” 

“Didn’t spend much time around farmers, eh?” I said, “It’s 
a south wind during the rainy season. It’s supposed to be a 
harbinger of a bumper harvest.” 

“So it’s not an ill omen,” Nogi said. 

“Ill omens haye become my life,” Tojiro said, watching the 
nue take flight. 

“Namu amida butsu,” I murmured, my prayer of mercy for 
the dead. 


Don’t think 


The last time Daimyo Ashida summoned him into the great 
audience chamber, Tojiro was promoted to head the honor 
guard. The carved tiles of the palace walls unsuccessfully 
masked a pervading loneliness that filled the halls. The four 
guards that escorted us, matching Tojiro's stride, halted at 
the chamber entrance. Ashida sat atop a raised platform-his 
retainers lining the walls on either side of them—staring in 
silence. Grand cypress pillars supported the balcony that 
wound around the chamber's perimeter; the aroma of amber 
pine resin haunted the air. Ashida’s robes enveloped him, 
too much fabric for his aged form. His head reminded me 
of a budding flower. Tojiro prostrated before him. 

“How go your investigations?” Ashida asked. 

“Slowly, my lord.” 

“If 1 may be so bold,” Nogi stepped forward and knelt, 
“perhaps a direct approach may be needed, Rumors are 
starting to panic the people. I think one of the blood cults 
may be responsible.” 

“T see,” Ashida said in his sedate meter. “Why don’t you 
take over the investigation?” 

“My lord.” Nogi hid his smile, but his face sleekened, like 
a scavenging shark. He turned to lead the guards out, 
leaving Tojiro and myself. 

“The inyestigation is in fine hands,” Ashida said, “and I 


havenneetl of you eloewtiere? B 
“Honored i Lae 9 @” Tojro said, still 
athe eager sfident seekifig his master’s approval. 


know. I know. Tell me, how is Izami?” 


dispelled the somber silence. Fear permegted the house, like 
an unwelcome guest. The acrid stench ‘of rent flesh sear “The day draws neaeggin she will give birth.” 


* @ my nostrils, Fhe mother slumped ig the corffer with the 


serenity of twisted rigor. Her robes were drawn tight ine 


spn hideous embrace, her shoulders displaced in some 
‘utilé struggle. Terror etched forever on*the face she wore 


“You have been a SOurce of great pride ever since I 
roughe you into my house after the untimely death of 
your parénts, Soon, yor! will k burden and joys of 
parenthood, Tell me; what fnight of do for love?” 
So Se 
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“My lord?” Tojiro asked. 

“Might a nfan forfeit his life for love?” 

“Losing one’s life’ for the sake of.a loved one is the ultimate 
form of love.” eee : 

“Might a man ggcrifice his“honor for Jove?” 

Ashida loved his*secrets and his @ames as much as his honor. 
I studied Tojiro. If this was some sort of, test, I would've failed. 

zJ1.was uncomfortable enough pearing the dafinyo speak with such 

intimacy to a subordinate. I.ghould have grown suspicious with 
that’ nonsense about the untimely @eath of Téjiro’s parents. As 
long as I had known him, Tojiro’d never mentioried his parents 

Tojiro remained silent. Daimyo Ashida taught Tojiro about the 
samurai’s code of honor. Honor was everything: first your 
personal honor, then the honor of your lord, and then the honor 
of your lord’s state. 

“Duty is my honor, my lord. I live for the day that I may die 
in your service. And I would never betray the family I served.” 

“Well answered,” Ashida uncoiled. “I wish to bring you closer to 
the castle. I want my most trusted guard to watch over my son.” 

“Truly you honor me, sir.” 

“No. I trust you to... do the right thing,” 
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Tojiro, though he never admitted such, considered Daimyo 
Ashida’s sole fault to be his indulgence of the young lord Yoshi. 
Most people avoided the inner recesses of the castle where Yoshi 
lived, so no one objected as I followed Tojiro, though I was, 
however, warned: “Yoshi's behavior may trouble even you.” 
Paintings of Gozumezu, the beast-headed demons of 
Meifumado, decorated the walls. The demons held terror-seized 
farmers in their monstrous grip; mouths open in lusty roars, 
blood dripping from their fangs. Panels of solid oak sealed his 
verandah by day, allowing Yoshi and his “guests” to sleep. 

I overdressed for the occasion, as the revelers pranced about. 
Naked. Their raucous laughter shattered the eerie silence of the 
surrounding castle. Let no one romanticize the idea of young 
people dancing and cavorting in all manner of lasciviousness: 
sweaty, unwashed bodies sought to spend their lust on whoever, 
or whatever, slowed down long enough to permit it. Tojiro 
blocked it all out as he searched for the figure at the center of 
the spectacle-Yoshi Otoyo. 

A dead-white mane of hair, with the faintest hints of green, 
crowned the young lord. Smooth, pale skin, bluish like a 
Jong-drowned man, looked unused to work. He was partially 
made-up, like the Kabuki actors-the drunken lot of them— 
that surrounded him. Their smeared make-up gave them the 
appearance of melting clowns and added to their pallidness, His 
perpetual green eyes brimmed with a bemused impatience. He 
exuded an unearthly calm, as he reclined within a mound of 
pillows. His kimono was flung open, a young servant girl rested 
across his lap, even as he stroked the face of a boy. 

“You must be Tojiro Okami,” Yoshi said, with a voice like spun 
silk. “Wolf, come to guard this lamb. And you are?” 

“Sune, a priest from the temple.” 

“Spirit of the fox. Come join us.” Yoshi's manicured hand 
gestured us to his side. He passed an overfilled goblet to each 
of us. “Drinking doesn’t stand on ceremony. There are no 
superiors, no inferiors.” 

Yoshi threw his head back 
with his gregarious manner. | 
found myself craving it, then dri 
reality by the force of his will. Tojiro 

“{ do not drink,” Tojiro said, 

“Too much pride,” I whispered to him, 
bowels.” 


bellowing laughter, infecting me 
't felt the need to drink, yet I 
as if pushed into Yoshi's 

d at the goblet, tempted. 


“ig not good for your 
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fas It seemed inconceivable that Daimyo Ashi 


“I don’t trust a man who doesn’t drink,” Yoshi sneered. 
“Perhaps we'll have the priest tea , 
“All men arg, equals immh€ realm frunkards,” Tojiro said. 


Yoshi epagion soured, his eyes bristling with indignation. 
Yoshi's fell ftom his shoulder revealirf a tattoo—a 
samurai“€bout to-be deVoured by a Sfeat serpent-draped across 


his back. ,The* daimyo’s son, tattooed like some stable boy; I what troubles you?” 
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turned from him, feeling some empathy for the op 


ae 


e of his 
was the 

i of such an undisciplined creature, He pulled the servant 
girl up frdm his lap by her hair. Her yelp was squel é 


‘y+ rammed hfs tongue into her mouth. He then ran his tongue, 


along her neck before tossing her aside. ’ 
“Make no mistake, samurai,” the word samurai spat out like an - 
epithet, “they are all here, you are all here, for my amusement.” 


After his watch, our traditional meanderings took us past my 
temple, where Tojiro often came to pray for peace and the souls 
of the dead. The recent rash of slayings burdened his heart. 
Lanterns illuminated the extensive network of the ponds and 
bridges within the elaborate gardens surrounding the temple. A 
thick blanket of moss covered the huge rocks. Tojiro closed his 
eyes, meditating on the still melodies of the cedars, and dreamt 
of he and Izami. And their coming child. 2 

“[ have just the thing to lighten your spirit.” 

“What is that, drunken one?” Tojiro’s words stung, 

“[ have tried my own childish hand at writing, May 12” 

“L wait on my lord,” 

“Good 

My heart torn, a fish prepared for grilling. 

My love's lips, fickle crimson cherry blossoms 

Spurn me, To be nibbled by river crab. *. 
It's still in its early stages. Your thoughts?” a = 

“fear you have only made my ears suffer,” Tojiro said beneat 
a stoic smile, & Pad 

“I forgot the key to fully appreciating my verse.” 

I produced a small metal flask from my vestments. The stink 
of cheap sake wafted on my breath, as I steadied myself against 
my staff, My straw mat cloak hung on my back like a snail's 
shell protecting me from the night's chill, The wind picked up, 
rustling the blossom leaves with a dirge-like rhythm. We 
enjoyed the full view of the temple. A lone woman climbed its 
steps. 

“What would a woman be doing at the temple at such an 
hour?” Tojiro asked. 


“Watch.” . - 
The woman withdrew a stra ; and naile 
it to one of the pillars of the temple. She Spoke to herself for a 


few moments, then crept away as silently as she arrived. 

“Come along, then.” I sprang to my feet as if she'd just 
delivered fresh sake to the temple. “Maybe there's still a thing or 
two this drunken one can teach you.” 

Tojiro examined the straw doll pinned to the pillar. It bore a 
striking resemblance to lord Yoshi. “What is it?” 

“She was performing an ushi-no-koku-mairi.” I sighed at 
Tojiro's dull eyes. “It’s an occult ritual to lay a curse on someone. 
They have become more common, with the recent spate of 
killings. Many vengeful and angry kami walk this evening,” 

“The dead do not rest.” 


ee 


I didn’t know what kept Tojiro going back to that dread place. 
No, I did know. Tojiro was an ideal fom an earler age, living 
when ideals, like the heroes who spawned them, were dead. The 
willingness of a samurai to die for a cause-even a pointless 
cause—disgusted me. Honor was a lie-an illusory virtue we 
claimed to have built our society on, but remembered only when 
it was convenient to us. Maybe I had simply lived too long. 

Time passed slowly, like marriage to a nagging wife. I saw 
Tojiro less and less, as his duties bound him ever more to the 
side of the young lord. Then one sunrise, while performing my 
morning rituals, a weary samurai collapsed at the steps of the 
temple. He scrounged for comfort, but he found only a not-yet- 


_ drunk priest. I offered him my dented tin flask, meant only as a 
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polite gesture before I drank. Instead, he took the flask and 
sucked it dry. I waited for the sake to loosen his tongue, 

“Do the dead sleep?” Tojiro asked. “Do they dream?” 

“The spirits of the dead often warider the dreamways. Is that 


2 se « 


° 
“Yes, No. It’s Yoshi 


“Whatabourhif” pg 
“Tat night, I searched for him, cursing myself for a novice for 
having let him elude my watch in the first place. He looked il 
? all evening nd if he was ill, vandering the daimyo's castle was 
© ig’ glace for ign. When I caught up to him, instinct stopped my 
; ae short. Maybe itavas his suspicious skutking, Maybe it was 
the coldness of his eyes that radidted the spirit of death, like 
those of a battle-weary samurai who had seen much bloodshed. 

One so young should not have such eyes. 

“Yoshi moved with a loose abandon, the swagger of a hunter 
too sure of his prey. He stopped, his head cocked windward as 
if catching a familiar scent. His eyes searched in my direction. I 
lurked in the shadows. A grin crossed his face, as if he did not 
care either way. Or he preferred an audience. A melody-one 
of those songs the women sing as they launder clothes by the 
tiyer—whistled out from around the corner. It was one of Yoshi's 
servant girls, 

“He locked eyes with her, in the way that a cat draws a mouse 
to it. She approached him. He caressed her along her arms. 
Her head tilted back as a gentle moan escaped her lips, Her 
hand reached toward his face, which nuzzled along her long 
succulent neck. Her body jerked, like a fish caught on a line. Her 
fingers locked, tearing at Yoshi’s neck. Her spasms subsided 
quickly; her body slumped with a sickening thud. Yoshi roared 
in ecstasy. An abomination of blood-clotted teeth. 

“T am not sure what happened next. One moment Yoshi 
appeared frozen in time, the next he was a mist, a blurred streak 
that came into focus beside me. By the time I reacted, Yoshi had 
latched about my neck, his frail arm lifting me from the floor. 
Up close, he was like a bloated leech, horribly swollen, engorged 
with bloo 
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uurai,’ that foul creature mocked, ‘you wish to 


Words failed me, 1 grasped for my katana’s hilt.” 

“Don't. I have found you a-man’with a profound, though 
disturbing, sense of honor and duty. Both of which you pledged 
to my father” He drew my face close to his; the hot coppery 
steam of his breath stoked my nostrils.” 

“My father has faith in the samurai’s giri, I don’t. We all like 
our games. I simply prefer simpler ways of buying silence. You 
are vulnerable in ways you can’t imagine. A taloned nail scraped 
the side of my exposed neck. ‘How's Izami?” 

“Stay away from her or I will...” 

“Will what, samurai-san? Kill me? Don’t waste your breath 
with threats you can’t fulfill, Even now I could take a taste of 
your unborn child.” 

“Yoshi's jaw unhinged like a snake preparing to swallow a 
rabbit. His throat rippled, strained as if he were attempting to 
disgorge his belly. From behind taut lips and long incisors, his 
tongue slowly expelled like an uncoiling rope. The tube-like 
extension nestled against my face. An unnatural frigidness 
coated my insides, like an approaching morning frost. The 
tongue flitted about my face, tracing the oval of my mouth and 
the slight flare of my nostrils. I imagined a helpless Izami.” 

“T could suck out its insides and leave her with nothing but a 
fleshy husk to expel in her monthly flow. Nothing tastes as 
succulent as the internals of babies, Leave well enough alone. 
For your sake... and theirs.” 

“With that, he let me go and disappeared into the night.” 

“Has young Yoshi ever been ill?” 1 asked, breaking the 
growing silence. 

“So near death, the maiden’s gossiped that his brain was filled 
with devils. Once he recovered, he boasted that death could not 
hold him.” 

“Maybe, but tales of revenants scurry about these islands like 
fost sailors, We call them kyuketsuki.” 

“Ts he like kami? Obake?” Tojito asked. 

“No, those are just ghosts. We have more ways to describe the 
undead than either the living or the dead.” I smiled without 
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humtor, “Kyuketsuki are undead creatures that feed on the blood 
of the living, It is said that the person has died and a demon-has, 
replaced their soul, Some legends say they have"animals as 
familiar.” 

“Can they be killed?” ia 

“They can't tolerate the sun's light. And few things Fiction 
well without a head.” 2 

“That is good to know.” tceiae :, 

“For what? Why not renounce it all and take the warrior's 
pilgrimage, wandering and honing your skills 

“T cannot. It is my duty...” . 

“You choose not, In obedience, you betray your statesn 
disobedience, you betray your lord. Either way, you dishongr 
yourself.” 

“{ must do what needs to be done,” Tojiro said. “The people 
must be protected.” 

“Some men have their fate chosen for them,” I said. “Some 
men choose their fate when they choose their life.” 

“T dreamt an old dream. 

Lost as I seek my shadow. 

I shall go mad 

As follow my own path 

My empty, lonely path 

Seeking that I once had 

And lost.” 

“You improve,” Tojiro said. 

“Perhaps. Still, excuse my amateurish work.” Events were 
beyond our control; we were leaves caught in a stream’s current. 
“Walk now in o-tento-sama.” 

“I doubt I am within God’s providence,” 

“That's what they would have you believe these days: that 
faith in the holy, in your God, would do you no good. These are 
godless times and there are too few good men to stand up in 
them." The bile of hypocrisy clotted in my throat. “Tonight is an 
oborozuki-yo, When the full moon rises on a cloudy night, 
Obake are said to walk about. That's as good a night as any to 
end this.” 


The overcast sky smothered the lurid gloss of the moon. As 
dawn prepared to bleed away the night, Lord Yoshi and 
his retainers retreated to their inner chambers, inebriated from 
their night's activities, Tojiro and I with a contingent of 
his most trusted men—Nogi was not among them-relieved the 
duty guards. The eerie quiet of the room, especially after the 
carousing, left them undaunted. The trashy perfume of geishas 
clung to the strewn clothes; intermittent wafts of burnt 
cinnamon incense tarried like graveside markers. Heavy curtains 
further darkened the room, 

The rhythm of my pulse pounded a funeral chorus in my ears. 
Tojiro waved us to halt. 

“Do you feel that?” he whispered, the shadow of his spirit 
disturbed. His thumb clicked his katana’s hilt free of its 
scabbard. 

“What?” 

“Death approaches.” 

The very darkness stirred and took form around us, Yoshi 
grinned with malice, the fiend slobbered in anticipation of his 
Kills. His eyes smoldered like burning flesh. I shrank into the 
corner. I was there to pray. Tojiro thought it wise that something 
holy be present at this place. He chose me-you couldn't ask just 
anyone to help you kill the daimyo’s son. 

Ifany fetid odor was unholy, surely it was the smell that cloaked 
Yoshi that night. The stench of a mildewed corpse, recently 
disinterred, choked me as I prayed. Tojiro’s blade hissed through 
the darkness. A lovely stroke, though it struck nothing solid. 

“Deciding to break your pledge, samurai-san2” Yoshi asked. 

“You would not understand matters of duty and honor, 
demon.” 

“Don't you dare lecture me, you filthy dog!” Yoshi snarled. 
“Our clan was an ancient and noble bloodline long before your 
whore mother spread her legs.” 


The clanging din of blade against blade rang over the wet 
hacking of blade against flesh. Yoshi's retainers sank into them 
from all sides. Yoshi lunged like a disturbed tiger. Tojiro parried 
his assault, gagging on the sulfurous smell that issued from him. 
Tojiro swung his blade. He squinted his eyes through a veil of 
burning tears. 

A gnarled hand, cool as the grave, Wrap} 
around Tojiro’s neck. Elongated fingemails d 
flesh of his throat. Yoshi’s gaunt face leer is withered arm 
wavered with the failing strength of a starved man. Flashing jade 
shards gleamed in the darkness. Wrinkled eyebrows met in 
harsh furrow above his nose. Pointed ears sprouted silver tufts of 
hair. 

“Do you feel that heat, samurai-san?” Yoshi said, between 
raspy breaths. Being the daimyo’s son had been a fat and lazy 
life and he wasn’t used to expending so much energy to feed or 
fight. The unblinking Yoshi stared deep into Tojiro’s eyes, “That 
rush is sakki, the blood lust, The thrill of battle, the thrill of the 
kill.” a 

Tojito dangled, peering into Yoshi’s eyes. Yoshi arched a 
taloned hand above his head. 5 a 

“The sun rises!” I jumped onto the cteature’s back, Up close, 
Yoshi's unhealthy white pallor looked more like fine white fur. 

“You will trouble me no longer,” Yoshi said, his putrid breath 
thick with the rot of the ane tossed me against the far wall, 
further into the shadows of the room. I felt like table scraps being 
saved for a dog’s treat. Tojiro fell in a jumbled heap. His katana 
clanged beside him. He shook his head. His eyes adjusting to the 
darkness. Ls 

“First finish your fight with me!” Tojiro yelled. 

“You will never know the pleasure I take in killing you,” Yoshi 
cried, “the streets will run red tomorrow due to your effrontery 
this evening,” 

Yoshi melted into the darkness. Tojiro listened for his 
approach. The night curled into a fist and hammered4nto him. 
Tojiro slashed near where the blow came from, striking ais He 
took a ctirious half-step backwards only to fall forward from a” 
slam to his head. Tojiro steadied himself enough to hack at tHe 
air. Raking claws whistled from nearby. Tojiro ducked, He rolfed 
further into the pit of the room. Tojiro knew ‘he was being 
herded. The night grew darker, despite the rising sun. The- 
sounds of his compatriots were a fading cacophony. A fluttef of 
wings came to rest nearby, followed by the-haunting caw of the 


itself like a noose 
into the too-soft 
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second. A true samurai—during seppuku, having stabbed himself 
below the waist on the left, drew his dirk across to the right, then 
turned it in the wound and brought it up toward his heart-could 
sit, revealing no pain, for hours before he died. A second stood 
behind him to sever his head with a precise stroke that left a flap 
of skin attached to the front. Thus the samurai was sped to his 
death and his head didn’t roll across the floor. Tojiro poised his 
sword above Yoshi's . The final stroke was magnificent, 

The sounds of combat subsided. Tojiro’s men dispatched the 
remaining retainers a§though the will to fight fled them. They __ 
gathered the bodies afid removed the retainers’ heads. The men 
drove spikes into thé mouths of the creatures. The nen dead os 
would rise no more. 


“Leave us,” Daimyo Ashida dismissed Nogi. Nogi 
his topknot pulled tightly beneath his turtle shell of a | 
cold smile chiseled on his face. He received no end of 
escorting us to the great chamber. Ashida paced” 
platform. “The only question that remains i to 
you two.” . oa 


in examining the floor. “He's right, 
scandal within the shogyn’s court if T 
against you.” 
“What scandal?” Tojiro asked. at 
“My son being revealed as undead! 
scandalous.” 

“You knew?” ¢ m3 
“A father knows his child's heart, as onl} 
father’s, Yet, | am also the daimyo, My 
Daimyo Ashida never see 


your son as my.own.” 
*S6, you have Tojiro sacrifice his name to kill yout son, while 
saving tle honor of the han," Isaid, ~ es 


“| am old,,my years short. I shall beg them both their 


nightbird. Its panicked cry was reminiscent of alert. Maybe #foggiveness in tféshadows of Meido, the dark land that divides 


Tojiro understood the devilish link of a familiar and Ttsfffaster. 
Maybe he hoped for a painful backlash. Maybe hjs frustgation at 
Yoshi's toying demanded release; a spiteful hurting of smething 
that belonged to Yoshi. His blade sang through the night. 

Yoshi screamed as if he himself had been split. 

He leapt toward Tojiro with a spider's grace. Tojiro paused, 
as if meditating in the center of the room, listening for the 
movement of the air. He threw his katana even as he reached for 
his short sword. The katana plunged through Yoshi. His lunge 
stopped in mid-leap. Yoshi crumpled to the ground. He studied 
his impalement, He laughed in disbelief. 

“Well-struck, samurai-san,” Yoshi gasped, “but this won't stop 
me.” Tojiro had only moments to act before the bemusement 
of skewering wore off. Tojiro ran to meet the impaled Yoshi, 


hgaven and hell,” Ashida, turhedsto me, “for now I need a 
trustworghy witness “< apa 
“What of my men?”“Tojiro aie re raising his yese « 
“They joined you on your jigoktetabi, your journey into hell. 
Thus, seppuku. They killed themselves this morning.” 
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Let my disgrace be my own,” Tj y head can be 
brought to you.’ a) 

When-hetior was (6b, it was a réligh to aie, -Silenc®, like gy 
shamed conspirator, claimed us. aertees a6 

r i * od 

After Tojiro’s ritual @Mfeide, iss Family name was erased, their 
crest forever removed, and theit name never again spoken. All 
who viewed the body simply saw a dead body. But Ashida 
Kenew. And I knew. For there are two faces of severed heads: 


pushing the sword to pin him against the wall. Tojiro tured, -munenbuki, the face of regret, and juyobuki, the face of 


short sword in hand, toward one of the paneled walls. He struck 
the paneling, A lone ray of sunlight arced into the cavernous 
room. 

Yoshi howled like a dying cat as his body writhed in agopy. 
His form charred beneath the Beam of light. His face contorted, 
as if mimicking a bad kabuki play. His ribs cracked with thé 
groan of a pierced swollen cavity collapsing on itself. 

“Let me die with honor,” Yoshi said. He stretched his neck 
forward, He burned where the beam hit him, but his unlife had_ 
not fled. His request reminded Tojiro of his service as the han’s 
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obedience. 

® And Tojiro was ever obedient. ’ 
That might I set a,pagashi toro-a votive lantern, usually 

Peete the last night of the O-Bon Festival of the dead, 

inscribed with the.name 6f a departed loved one-afloat down 

he river. IRvrgtg.the name Tojiro Onn ee =. 

float away on the rivers eddies. . 
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The boy saf¢ etraying no emotion, listening to the 
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ine SaMnurai’s son. ‘ 

. oe - w 


° ) 


d 

In® “The. Journal of John Ikos,” a P 

; cial extra-length 30:Days of Night = 

r 4 Laren Niles welcomes artist Nat | 
Ls J Jones (Spawn: The Dark Ages) to the 
A ~ world of.vampires. When we last saw 
“Jon Ikés, he was ;standing ever 

a jilant.in Barrow. Butt his obsession : 
os ¥ : = with tracking'down al gests 
Norris sees his paths cross with Billy, 
5 ie 5 on the run.Since the conclusion of ~ - 

> =. Bloodsucker Tales, aswell as Dark © | 


2005.7 
i 


*Www.idwpublishing.com - 
a u : 


30 Dayd Gf Niglwt Annual 2008: Story © Steve Niles, Art @ Idea and Design Wot 


MASTERS OF 


=e 
Reser 


IDT Entertainment brings you thirteen of In part one, Ellen, a seemingly 
the greatest minds of the horror genre, who defenseless young woman, is lost in 
have gathered to tell their darkest dreams in the woods and comes into contact 
their own unique styles in a new Showtime with the deformed, demented serial 
television series, Each one-hour film is a killer, Moonie Ellen isn’t as 
stand-alone exercise in horror from the likes : 
of Carpenter, Landis, Argento, Garris, 
and many others, And now, IDW presents a 
year-long exploration of these chilling movies. 
Bs ae firstis the two-part “Incident On and 
OF a Mountain Road.” based on astory by 2 
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